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Thomas  Lincoln  and  Nancy  Hanks  were  married  seven  miles 
north  of  Springfield,  in  Washington  County,  Kentucky,  June  12, 
1806.  The  marriage  ceremony  was  performed  by  Jesse  Head,  a 
Methodist  Minister.  The  marriage  bond  was  signed  by  Thomas 
Lincoln,  who  was  not,  as  has  been  supposed,  illiterate,  and  by 
Richard  Berry,  guardian  of  Nancy  Hanks.  This  precious  docu- 
ment is  in  the  Washington  County  Clerk's  office,  and  may  be  seen 
by  all  who  call  at  the  office  to  see  it.  A  reduced  fac-simile  of  a  pho- 
tograph of  this  instrument  is  printed  herein.  What  is  known  of 
the  life  of  Nancy  Hanks  is  tradition,  but  she  must  have  been  a 
woman  of  sterling  character  and  fine  intelligence,  as  her  immortal 
son  told  his  law  partner,  Herndon,  that  all  he  was  or  ever  hoped 
to  be,  he  owed  to  her.  Abraham  Lincoln,  who  was  the  second 
child  born  to  this  union  (February  12,  1809),  was  well  nourished 
physically  and  mentally,  which  is  evidence  that  the  family,  though 
poor,  was  not  destitute.  The  Lincolns  moved  from  Larue  County, 
Kentucky,  to  Indiana,  and  there  Abe's  mother  died  when  the  boy 
was  nine  years  of  age.  She  is  buried  near  Lincoln  City,  Indiana. 
Thomas  Lincoln  married  again  and  the  family  moved  to  Illinois. 
The  superficial  facts  of  Lincoln's  life  are  well  known  to  the  world: 
his  lowly  birth  of  humble  but  honest  parentage;  his  lack  of  early 
advantages;  the  stepmother's  fondness  for  Abe;  his  great  respect 
for  her;  the  boy's  love  of  reading;  his  giant  strength  even  in  his 
youth;  his  arduous  toil;  his  early  ambitions;  his  honest  but  poor 
business  principles;  his  race  for  the  legislature  and  his  defeat;  his 
second  race  and  election;  his  experiences  as  a  lawyer;  his  election 
to  Congress;  his  debates  with  the  great  Douglas;  his  election  to  the 
presidency;  the  secession;  the  War  that  followed  secession  and  the 
great  burdens  that  came  to  him;  the  dedication  of  his  life  to  the 
preservation  of  the  Union;  his  second  election;  his  final  triumph 
and  tragic  death.  There  is  little  on  the  surface  to  indicate  his 
greatness.  But  time  is  slowly  bringing  to  light  thousands  of  details 
that  explain  the  undercurrents  that  ran  too  deep  to  be  observed 
by  the  multitudes.  No  judge  of  men  today  would  omit  his  name 
from  a  list  of  ten  of  the  world's  greatest  men. 
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Written  at  the  Grave  of  Nancy  Hanks, 
Mother  of  Abraham  Lincoln 

Michelangelo  dreamed  of  Creation. 

And  he  painted  his  Dream 

On  the  ceiling  of  the  Sistine  Chapel  in  Rome. 

A  million  pilgrims  a  year 

Visit  his  Mausoleum 

In  Santa  Croce  Church  by  the  Arno. 

Shakespeare's  brain  conceived, 
And  Hamlet  and  Lear  were  born; 
And  from  every  point  of  the  compass 
A  pathway  is  worn  to  his  tomb 
In   Stratford-on-the-Avon. 

But  here  under  the  open  sky, 

Far  from  the  feverish  tread  of  the  vulgar  crowds, 

Where  only  the  voices  of  Nature  are  heard, 

I  worship  alone  at  the  humble  Grave 

Of  the  sainted  Mother  of  Lincoln. 

In  travail  and  pain  she  brought  him  forth; 

In  poverty  and  toil, 

And  with  the  infinite  patience 

Of  Genius  and  Love, 

She  molded  his  Life, 

And  gave  to  the  world  the  Man— 

Supremest  product  of  all  creative  art. 
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The  Brief  for  world  democracy  is  Lincoln. 

It  was  not  accident  of  birth 

That  made  him  great. 

Born  within  the  palace  of  a  king, 

He  would  have  cast  the  royal  purple  off 

To  clothe  a  shivering  hind; 

Or  hearing  hunger's  cry, 

Have  plucked  the  jewels 

From  an  ancient  crown 

To  save  the  starving  child. 

He  was  at  home  alike 

In  palace-hut  of  uncrowned  peasant  kings 

And  cabin-mansion  of  the  presidents. 

For  it  was  man  he  loved— 

The  prince  no  less  than  pauper— 

The  slave  that  treads  the  mill  of  toil 

As  much  as  him  who  feeds  upon  the  grist. 

And  why  make  much  of  Lincoln's  poverty? 
Like  Christ  this  man  had  bread  to  eat 
We  know  not  of; 

And  treasures  stored  where  moths  can  not  corrupt 
Nor  ever  thieves  break  through  and  steal. 
He  was  not  poor,  but  rich 
Beyond  all  reckoning- 
Inheritor  of  human  love, 
The  heir  of  Him  who  taught  the  world 
The  priceless  wage  of  sacrifice— 
The  gift  of  spending  self 
In  human  benefactions. 


What  matter  that  he  went  to  school 

By  pineknot  or  electric  glare? 

The  light  that  never  was  on  land  or  sea  was  his. 

The  page  of  knowledge  that  alone 

Could  satisfy  his  soul 

Was  taken  from  the  book 

Of  human  deeds, 

And  Lincoln  read  between  the  lines 

What  vulgar  eyes  could  never  see. 

This  giant  of  the  backwoods 

Knew  the  art  of  splitting  rails 

And  riving  knotty  problems 

With  the  wedge  of  facts. 

He  used  no  sophistry, 

Nor  ever  led  the  simple  mind  astray 

In  mystic  paths  beyond  the  beaten  road. 

He  understood  the  people's  heart, 

And  found  expression  in  the  tongue  of  truth. 

He  was  a  miracle  to  a  doubting  age- 
Despised  by  those  he  loved  the  most— 
As  patient  as  the  stars 
That  from  the  birth  of  time 
Have  looked  on  deeds  of  wrong 
And  never  lost  their  faith; 
As  sturdy  as  the  oak  that  lifts 
Its  strength  against  the  giant  storm- 
Responsive  as  the  aspen  to  the  zephyr's  breath. 

He  heard  the  still  sad  music  of  humanity, 
But  shook  the  burden  from  the  Soul 
In  parables  of  fun- 
Exchanged  the  buskin  for  the  sock 
To  save  his  fellow  man. 
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FROM  A  PHOTOGRAPH  OF  THE  MARRIAGE  BOND  OF 
THOMAS  LINCOLN  AND  NANCY  HANKS 

(In  the  County  Clerk's  Office,  Springfield,  Ky.) 


Attnttjr r  (&n at  patriot 


Tip  Sams  had  twins 

And  a  razor-back  sow, 

Five  dogs  and  a  mule 

And  an  old  roan  cow; 

A  bone-spavined  filly 

And  a  one-room  house, 

And  a  little  wrinkled  woman 

Just  as  meek  as  a  mouse. 

Old  Tip  raised  tobacco 

And  he  trafficked  in  skins, 

For  he  had  seven  sons 

In  addition  to  the  twins, 

And  every  mother's  son, 

And  the  little  mammy  Jude, 

Smoked  a  pipe  all  day 

And  the  twins  both  chewed. 

But  Tip  kept  a-digging 

And  he  never  lost  heart, 

For  the  dogs  hunted  rabbits 

And  they  caught  a  right  smart; 

And  the  bone-spavined  filly 

And  the  mule  pulled  a  plow, 

And  they  lived  off  the  givings 

Of  the  old  roan  cow, 

And  the  acorn-fattened  farrow 

Of  the  razor-back  sow. 

But  here  the  story  closes 

Of  my  little  romance, 

For  the  seven  sons  are  sleeping 

On  the  battlefields  of  France; 

But  their  daddy  grows  tobacco 

And  trafficks  still  in  skins, 

And  the  little  wrinkled  mammy 

Has  another  pair  of  twins. 


-From  "Tip  Sams  of  Kentucky  and 
Other  Poems"  by  Cotton  Noe 
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